TALES OF DESTINT

prior trust, the man's look convinced me that he

was speaking true words.

" ' Yes, this is the simple truth/ he went on. ' And

yet'------ here his voice faltered, and he glanced

down pityingly on his wife crouched upon the ground,
rocking herself and wringing her hands. ' And yet I
know, we know, Devaka and I, that Sheikh Ahmed
has been murdered.'

" I started aghast, and involuntarily drew my
garments around me.

" ' Nay/ he said reproachfully, reading my un-
acknowledged and almost unformed thought, ' but
not at our hands, Chunda Das.'
" ' Then how do you know that he is dead ? ' I
questioned, already ashamed that a doubt could
have crossed my mind as to my friends being art and
part in such a dastardly deed. ' What makes you
think so ? '

" ' I do not think; I know/ he said decisively. ' And
I will tell you why. The night after the Sheikh left
was cold and windy, for the monsoon was approach-
ing. Devaka and I were sitting together, and as we
listened to the wind blowing outside she expressed
the hope that our guest was safely at his destination,
for in his state of health the inclement weather would
be harmful. Before I could answer her we were
startled to hear quite close to us a faint cry. I got up
and looked around, and so did Devaka, for she is
brave, my wife. But we could not find anything to
account for the disconcerting sound.
" ' We sat down again, but before long we heard once
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